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" My parents were proud. At least there was one
learned man in the family.

" My brother tried to persuade me to go to Pekin
and sit for the examinations. I refused; the thought
of a strange city, of a journey like that made me
shudder, I was even loath to leave the room, full of
books, in which I lived.

"My brother was considerate. He let me alone
with my hobbies. While he worked like a farmer,
he allowed me money to buy rare books, antiques,
carvings, exquisite porcelaine. In the evenings he
loved to coine to my room, to listen to my
talk of literature. He was pleased to hear the exalted
quotations from our classics, the pretty and heroic
verses of our poets. What he did not understand, I
tried to explain.

"But there was a matter which sometimes
caused him to quarrel with me. My brother had
returned from Pekin with a store of revolutionary
ideas. To my mind, politics was dirty business
unworthy of literati or poets. A revolutionary, I
thought, was a nasty unclean man. I bowed piously
before the well-knit, clear and glorious hierarchy
which held our country together. This hierarchy was
something like my books, my clear and well-knit
works of art. The person of the Emperor, the Son
of the Heavens, was sacrosanct. I didn't care whether
he was a Ming or Manchu. He was the personifica-
tion of an idea which lifted the Emperor, Ming or
Manchu, high above us and made him an equal of the
sun. Sometimes there were upheavals. The Manchus
had overthrown the Ming. That had been unclean.
But centuries filtered the uncleanness. Now the